CONFESSIONAL

it the Guadalquiver sweeps past to the sea. On
one side is the delicate white tracery of a Moor-
ish tower, and on the other the green foliage of
a garden, rich in myrtle, and orange and palm
trees. And hark! from the street beneath us the
notes of a guitar rise, and the music of a man's
voice, and then suddenly we catch a glimpse of a
half'opened casement and of a hand which holds
back the curtain. And so we say to ourselves,
Seville is the city of romance and of love, and the
extravagances of passion are the realities of its
life.
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